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(What warm, poetic heart but inly bleeds^
And execrates man's savage, ruthless deeds!)
Nae mair the flow'r in field or meadow springs;
Nae mair the grove with airy concert rings.
Except perhaps the Robin's whistling glee.
Proud o1 the height o' some bit half-lang tree :
The hoary morns precede the sunny days,
Mild, calm, serene, wide spreads the noontide

blaze,
While thick the gossamour waves wanton in

the rays.

'Twas in that season, when a simple bard?
Unknown and poor, simplicity's reward,
Ae night, within the ancient brugh of Ayr^
By whim inspir'd, or haply prest wi5 care,
He left his bed, and took his wayward rout,
And down by Simpson's* wheel'd the left about:
(Whether impell'd by all-directing Fate3
To witness what I after shall narrate ;
Or whether, rapt in meditation high,
He wandered out he knew not where nor why)
The drowsy Dungeon-clock^ had number'd twos
And Wallace JWrt had sworn the fact was true:
The tide-swoln Firth, with sullen sounding roar9
Thro5 the still night dash'd hoarse along the shore:

All

* A noted tavern at the AuW* Brig end,

f The two steeples.